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IN GS without Scepters, a pretended Heir, 
The Churchmans Zeal, the Politicians Care, 
Muſe, from their Cauſes faithfully declare. 

Of Titles, Births, and Miracles I ſing, 

Two Womens Labor of an Upſtart King. 


The Prayers are heard, the empty Crown deſcends 
On James his Brow, and faſten'd to his Friends : 

Old Mother Church ſecurely lifts her drooping Head, 
The Panthers, and Uncivil Beaſts are fled: 

All things, kind as their Wiſhes in the Bloom, 
Ripe by the Conduct of the Court and Rome; 
Doubts diſappear, at the committed charge 
To Father Peters, and to Couſin George: 
Securely, where no Gripes of Conſcience reſt, 
The Stateſman's truſted and the Crafty Prieſt. 
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Soon as the King was from his Pomp releas'd, 
Scarce were the Echoes of the People ceas'd; 
Scarce cold his Kiſſes, and ſcarce dry the oyl, 
That on his Temples, with the Bleſſing fell. 
But Care (not unacquainted with a Crown, 
To him not kinder, nor to him leſs known :) 
Faſt, from the buſy lower Regions flies, 

His Thoughts unlooſen, and unſeals his Eyes: 
When, lo! three Spectre's hideous appear; 
a to his — low, — ſalute his Ear. 


ah firſt, uin as the Trumpets on the Plain, 
That heat the Warrior, and increaſe the Slain; 
With Steps ſcarce made, and a diſdainful Mein ; 
From her hard Breaſts two Springs ſupport her Chin, 
Springs, not of Steel, but of hot Braſs deſign'd, 
Which double Frontlets to her Temples bind ; 
Sharp was her Viſage, and a lofty Look, 
Which Terror much, and leſs of Love provoke; 
Hot Luſt upon ber Palms does ſtill abide, 
Such Airs, ſuch is the portly Gait of Pride. 


On this ſide, Superſtition in a Hood 
Of Sable, ſprinkled with the Martyrs Blood: 
A jolly Face, and Checks unus'd to want, 
Each motion made the loaded Belly pant; 
Full was the Preſence, Idleneſs the Prop, 
All over Churchman in the Cheſt and Crop. 


With thoughtful Brow, and with a cunning Leer, 
Ambition does on th? other ſide appear; 
Stern Countenance fat on his Frightful Hew, 
Torn Wrecks, and fruſtrate Hopes about him flew ; 
Low, fawning, were his firſt Addreſſes made, 
A Toſs, ſuperbly thrown, advanc'd his Head, : 
And ſwift oer the abje& Incumbrances he tred. 


The Viſion nothing new appear'd, but Fate 
That ſtill ſuſpends the rig'rous Doom o'th* Great; 
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Upon his Soul Prophetick Inſtincts ſhone; 

He ſtarts, and ſighs, and fainted on his Throne. | 
Pride, in a form too well belov'd, diſguis'd, Qu. 
Haſtes to him falling, and his Body rais'd: 

What Cares, dear Sir, thus ſuddenly jurprize ? 

Fall as our Wiſhes, are our mutual Joys: 

Nor want they Number, and theſe are not few, 

Speak, Monarch; oh declare what Troubles you. 


Scarce ended, but the cunning Fiend ſupply'd Ld. J. 

The breeding Thoughts, as yet unborn, of Pride: 

And what, Great Sir, what can your Peace diſturb 
c 4 who ſhall venture, but your Thoughts, to Curb ? 
Mark, but how Lewis awfully commands, 

© No ſaucy Commons his Deſigns withſtands; 
1 But uncontroul'd, Lou uncontroul'd ſhall be, 
And make your Will alone Neceſſity; 
With leſs of Power, nor yet with leſs ſucceſs, 

When London Flam'd, no matter whoſe Adviſe.— 
' Your Friends deep in the Guilt, you bravely, freed 
From the harſh Fate, the Senate had decreed ; 
, And, when 'twas neceſſary to conceal, 

' Neer wanted Agents to ſupply your Will: 
c : You now can only reaſſume the Power, 
« Your Arbitrary Tools advanc'd before: 
What Laws were wanting? Or what Lives deny'd? - 
Did Juſtice Rule ? Or Equity decide ? 
Was Honeſty rewarded with Succeſs, 

That durſt the Enterprize in hand oppoſe ? 
© This the old Charters up reſign'd, confeſs. 


And the deep Fines extorted of your Foes. 1 
Ev'n I, the humbleſt of your Creatures, tryd, 
l Bold as the daringſt here, the Reins to guide; þ 
For Right or Power was always on your fide. 8 


c And what is Right, with twenty Trifles more, 
But ſpecies of the univerſal Name of Power? 
Fair be the warning to the buſy Fools: 
That parcel Power, and ſtraiten it by Rules. 
Be juſt ye Heavens! and if 1 Live $0 ke 


© A Rebel queſtion it, tho? on his Knee; 
B And 
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(6) 
And not purſue him, as I would the Hand, 
That burnt th' Abhoring Coif, I may be found 5 
Dead in a Goal, and rotten on the Ground. 


Far be th* Event, far the Occaſion be, | 
Reply'd the Counterfeit of SanRity : Fa, P. 
What many Hearts, and many Hands deſign, 

The only help is ſtill to Countermine, 
Lewis by Piety does Power rear, 

Be Piout, Monarch, and be Lewis here. 

Wiſely he joyns the Churches Intereſt ; 

And lifts himſelf by that, as that o'er-tops the reſt. 
Be yours the Trial, and Advance her too; 
Dragoons let Argue, and let Troopers Moo. 
Tedious the Chaſe by Power of Preaching is, 
Convince by Bullets, and with Swords increaſe : 
Nor doubt th* Event, for Rome and Lewis will 
Confirm the Practice, and your Power Seal. 


Tis (faid the King, now riſing on his Throne) 
Plainly you Reaſon, and you Argue ftrong. 
But ſhould ſe en Princes wait their deſtin d Hour, 
And Death haſtes after limping Age afore) 
Should I, and not the Baſis ſettled, Die, 
The Ruins would my deareſt Friends deſtroy. 


Far be that Day, far hence kind Heavens ordain; 
Late, ſaid the Hood, Late rake him to his upper Reign: 
And may a Son, Heir of your Merits be deſign; 
To fill your Throne long warm eber he aſcend : 2 
All doubts will Vaniſh at the Early Sun, | 


The Panthers hopes, with Morning Dews, be flown : 

Be (faid the King, diſcharging of his Throne) | 
The Counſel yours, and Heaven's and Ours the Care. 

He ſpake, thrice Bowing to his Ivory Chair; | 
The Apparitions ſink and Diſappear. 


With heavy Hearts, and ſymptoms of Deſpair; 
Three years in vain, are ſpent withour an Heir, 


No 
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No promis'd Harveſt of a fruitful Womb, 
To fix the Church, or to eſtabliſn Rome; 5 
And what alas! and what muſt then become * 
Of Mother Church, with all her numerous Brood, 

Which o'er the Land, like Pharaob's Vermin, Crowd : 

When the dear faithful Son, wh already droops: 

Or under Years, or under Marble ſtoops? 

Shall the Lov'd Darling of the Panther come, 

Re'nſtabliſn her again, and Baniſh Rome? 

Shall ſhe, the early Fruits of Youthful Love, 

Whoſe ſhining Vertues do all Affections move; 

So fam'd for Piety, ſo Young, ſo Good, 

With every Charm, and every Grace endu'd: 

Shall ſhe return? —— No it muſt never be; 

Haſte, take your Wands, ye Babels Progeny, 

Divine, conjure, raiſe ſome new Vapours here, 

That they ne'er find the Way, or ne'er appear. 

What's to be done? No Heir! Muſt all be loſt? 

The ſhatter'd Wrecks upon the Billows toſt; 5 
And only here and there, lie ſprinkled on the Coaſt. 

No, this laſt Game ſhall with more Skill be Play'd, 

Rightful or not, an Heir there muſt be tad. 


The Sun was hid, 22 ouly Vapours -* ain 
An Arbour holds the Melancholy Queen: 
Cool was the Shade, the Circling Boughs Embrace; 
And Conſecrate to Luſt, the hallow'd Place: 
Here, in cool Evenings when the Sun was down, 
An Exhalation, or a Spirit ſhone; 
Monſtrous his ſhape, and terrible his ſight; _ 
Inhaunc'd by the approaches of the Night; 
And now it- comes, ſee how the Roſes fade, 
The Lillies droop, and every Flower, their Head; 
The filent Birds no Ev'ning Veſpers ſing; 
But gentle Murmurs from the Buſhes ſpring: 
Four Arms, two Bodies mix d, Muſes decline 
To ſhow the Features of this Bird obſcene ; _ 


His Oriſons with joyful ſounds. begin, 
Startle at firſt, but after pleaſe. the Queen: 
She, as the ominous Proceſſion mov'd, 


Saw the Devotion, and the hint improv'd. 5 
T 


(5) 
The Time is come, and Albion ſhall fear, 
The fatal Bleſſing of a Roman Heir; 


And ſince it is deny*d the Queen to fill 
The future empty Throne, another may as well. 


Now Royal Molly, and the Lady G—-, 

The Reck'ning keep, and haſten to the Day ; 

Eight tedious Months the Queen, but ſhe another, 

Unequal ſtarts, yet both Arrive together. 

The Day at laſt is come, but who appear? 

Why not the Biſhops, and the Council here ? 

7 he Biſhops, under Favonr Sir, are rude; 

And obſtinately the Defign withſtood ; 

Sides Sir, who knows the fatal Influence 

Their coming might have on the Infant Prince, 

Were not his Blood true-Rojal ? — as ſome ſay——, 

And "twould be very wofull, ſhould it be; | 
Theſe, like the Cuckoo's, that for others lay, 

Should cheat themſelves, and foiſt in Hereſ). 


To act it artfully, Command the Room, 
And from the Parſly-Bed bring Infant home. 
What's there no Birth! Tit an Alurtive Queen, 
Yes, the next Warming-Pan ſhall bring it in. 
— Strange! *Tis ſoon over; what a ſqueak was there, 
To bring forth ſuch ® weighty Bleſſing as an Engliſʒ Helr. 
At laſt thou'rt Born; and tho? with little Pain, 
Who doubts Heaven did thee for a Prince deſign, 
Whoſe Mother is, or ſhall become a Queen? 
A Martyr, or a ſhining Confeſſour, 5 
A Crown of Gold, or Crown of Thorns ſhall wear, 

"4 | If thy true Mother be the Confeſſour : 

How ſhall ſhe Nurſe thee ? And how, Infant, rear: ? 
Her barren Breaſts their Milk deny ; fad 5 
"Tis Nature's Arbitrary Act-de- France. 50 el nmol 
Juſt Law, the early Miſchiefs to prevent, T 22 war} oN 
Puniſh the Tyrant with the Inſtrument = % ndl 41 
Which he for others Ruine did invent, 21H Js ali? 


And now the Labor, and the Labour's come, | ; 
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But if the Martyr juſtly claim thy Birth, 
Strange Love it Argues, or uncommon Zeal, 
To give her Life, th* Impoſture to Conceal, 

And make her Son, a Monarch. on the Earth. 


An unpropitious Morn brought in the Day, 
The Cheat*s detected, and the Actors fly: 
The Jealous Nations in a Wiſe affright, 
Call in a Savioar, and aſſert their Right. 
The Conſcious Inſtruments, purſu'd by Fear, 
Follow their ſhadows, and the Billows near, ; 
Hoiſt the Main-Sails, and ſcud the Chanel o'er. 
The Royal Barge at once does bear within, 
Confeſſor dup'd, th' Ambaſſador of Sin, ; 
The Prince, their Fortune, and th' affrighted Queen: 
To France they fly, France, the dear loving Brother, 
Who other-ſort of Interviews defign'd; 
And the inverted fails ſhould bear him hither, 
SwePd with the Blaſts of Arbitrary Wind. 


Beware ye Lillies of the Ezxgliſh Roſe, 
Nor Edwards Arms forget, nor Gallia's Throws, 
In what Convulſions the Sick Land did Groan, 
Till ſhe near teem'd of an Abortive Crowyn. 
The fruitful Hills, and the delightful. Vales, * 
With the fat Glebes, and with the Weſtern Gales : 
Have many Cyons bred, deriv'd from Wales. | 
There taught to Conquer, and to triumph there, 
With truſty Sword, and with the faithful Spear, 
Return victorious home, Trophies defign, 
And Palms, and 1 to their Feathers joyn. 


What Policy vida in the ſubtile Head, 
To own a Monarch from his Honours fled? 
Was it the Vindication of his wn, 
To juſtify the Tithe to the Crown? ? 
And every Doubt, or juſt Suſpicion ſmother, 
Leſt one Impoſtor ſhould bewray another? 7 ea 
Or to foment the Trouples of the Land. "engl 
And Countenance by Pow'r, and Hopes, the Band 7 A Ry 
Foyld be thy Meaſures, blaſted thy Deſign, . Wn * 
Let Shame and Treach'ry thy 3 joyn; . ES: 
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8 
May they conſume thy Treafures and thy Store; 
Exhauſt thy Purſe, till thou canft give no more, 
And then opicyY Beg from Door to Door: 
In vain thou try'ſt thy foiſted Trump to bring, 
England already knows a Darling King. 


Timely beware, Youth; timely all his Friends 
Retain the Chariot in, ood curb the Reins: 
So * Simnel, wiſely (baulk'd in his Delign) 
Shook off the Longings of a diftant Crown; 
Long diſtant from his Reach, and vain as thine. 
Humble he fell, and from the Sword and Bow, 
Commenc'd a Turnſpit in the Kitchen low. | 
Do not thy Fortune for laſt Favours try, 
Leſt, ſhould ſhe from thee, as from * Perkin fly, i 
You end a Traytor, on the Gallows high : : 
The Maſſy Crowns belong alone to Kings; 
Fly, ye unhallow'd, „ fy J N ſacred things. 


Enough of Satyr Muſe, now change the Quill; 
Deſcribe the Hero, with thy Nobleſt Skill : N 2 


Search Heav'ns Decrees, in chartning Tunes declare 
Their own, and every Guardian Angel's C Care ; u 
oſſeſs thy Poet with a ſacred Flame, 7 1690 9 


To ſing in Numbers, . as bis Fame. 1 0 


cd 


The Vertuous 4 fs, eh Lentortal F 1 the Great, 155 
Poets alone are wor thy to relate: | 
Poets, whoſe Souls the præſcious Heav ns aber 7% 
With brighter Flames, and with a purer Fire; 

That what it ſelf bas made its Darling Care: 
May in its fineſt Colours to the World . 


Ye Guardian Spirig 1 thi. eternal Verge, 
Aſſiſt, and all ye Heav 'aly, Hoſts above; 


The early Orphan, was your early, C Charge; _ 
Your Charge deriv'd from his Protectors Love. =: 


Sing Muſe, with whit Almighty Poe, it was 
Heav'n did him reſcue, and Alert bis aue: 


How the Bright Rayes | bf Wich, did of 


The Damps of Malice to the 55 yes of Hell; OW 4 7? 


del * Two Hübe, — 8 8 
N 


8 


cn) 
How on their deſtin'd Heads the Thunders hurfd, 


To ſave the Man, that was to ſave the better World. 12 0 
To what hard Trials his firſt. years inur'd, 1 


Yet how in Fortunes ſharpeſt Blaſts ſecur d? 
His Soul untainted in the God-like Form, 
That always bright appear'd behind the ſtorm: 
Poſſeſs d of all the Vertues of his Race; 

Great without Pow 'r, and Glorious in Difgrace- 
Heav' us! Can this be the Fortune of Naſſau, 

To whoſe Protecting Anceſtors they owe, | 

1 heir Lives, Religion, and their Country too! 
With juſt Reſentment, and with promis'd Aid, 
He might on the ungrateful Nations Head 
Aveng d his Honours, and his Rights betray d. 
Yer by Heav'ns Succour, Nobly ſhun'd the Bait, 
And Scorn'd without his Honour to be. Great: 
That, taught him private Int'reſt to Deſpiſe; 7 
Secur'd in Fate by Nobler ſteps. to riſe, l 


By halves we judge, unknowing what"s to came, 
And haſtily prevent th Almighty's Dam, 
Till happy Iſſues: late Events declare, 
Flow Heav'n is 3 and how Rab we. we N 


fie 


The infant World ! in wild Diſorder lay, 
And all the Marks of Horror did diſplay, 
Before the jarring Seeds, by, Pow'r Feud, 
This juſt Machine harmoniouſly fram'd. 
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Say, when the Bullet grazd upon the Ground, 
How Crowds of Guardian Angels did appear, | 
Diſarm'd of Death, it gave a feeble Wound ; 

80 near the Danger, and fo ſyre the Care. + 


1:91 yierda!: u 208 brow | 
What Form! What Heavinly” MEE js this appea rs, 


Say quick, 0 ſay, before Tm blind with Tears; 
With Tears of Joy, and ſad Reflections made: 


Ah happy ! — hah! Where is the Viſion fled, 
And all the Robes of Light that. Grad her Head? 


She's 8008, for aer age. — r ee 
217 N My * 8 4 ' | Doimrt '\ PQ \ Vr. | 43k | D 
200A 2G n 


— 
— 


* 
j % 
. 


( 12 ) 


Thus Heav'n before was ſavingly profuſe, 


80 great the Bleſſing, and ſo ſhort the Uſe; 


Thus ſhin'd while ſhe was lent to Earth awhile, 

So ripe for Heav'n, and ſo untimely fell; 

To us indeed untimely, for thou wert 2 
The Everlaſting Joy of ev'ry Heart: | 
Thy William 's, and the Nations other Part: 

From thee our Happineſs and Bleſſings flow, 

Th? eternal Bond of England and Naſſaz. 

Heav'ns! had you but a Race from theſe defign'd, 


That ſhould through long revolving wes wendy 


With all Hereditary Rayes endu'd, 


Like William Glorious, and like Mary Good, —— 
But we're unworthy ; —— and the Fates withſtood. 

Now undiſturb'd the Shepherd Idle, Tunes b IJ 
His Merry Pipe, and cools the ſcorching N _ 1 
Beneath ſome ſhady Oak ſecurely lies.. 
And ſings Aaſſau, his Phillis, and the Skies, © 


When grateful Nations, ſav'd from all that's 455 wales N ; 


A Hero ſhall in future Ages ſhow, 3 Rr. 
Then Songs, and every Joyous Muſe Wk tell, ** 7 
He acted like a Wilian and Niſſas” - ANTE OK 0000}, 


Ye fruitful Fields, and all ye Foreſts, 908 . 
Ye riſing Spires your Acclamations 1 mm. * 
And all ye gilded Turrets, your Oblations bring. 


And from the utmoſt Limits 0 of the Land: 1 
Loud as the Thunders; let your Voice che Heavens rend: 
Let every Hill, and every Vale rebound, ng > 
The wellcome Tidings, and the happy, Sound; —_ 
For, Echo joyful when, the Billows oO 
Sits Halcyon-like upon. the Peaceful —_—_ ; | _- ** 
And word for word does faithfully reſtore. 
Hence Echo, bear it to the Court, of Fame. * 
From World to World, and Ages yer to come, (proclaim. , = 
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Here is lately Printed, The Poet Banter d- Or, Ovid in 2 Vizer; 4 B 7 
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